Book of Student Writing and Artwork by Ms. Bucci\u27s 4th Grade Class, Henry Barnard Laboratory School
Rhode Island College 
Digital Commons @ RIC 
Henry Barnard Laboratory School 2021 Digital Time Capsule 
6-16-2021 
Book of Student Writing and Artwork 
Ms. Bucci's 4th Grade Class, Henry Barnard Laboratory School 
Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.ric.edu/hbs_time_cap 
Recommended Citation 
Ms. Bucci's 4th Grade Class, Henry Barnard Laboratory School, "Book of Student Writing and Artwork" 
(2021). Henry Barnard Laboratory School 2021 Digital Time Capsule. 9. 
https://digitalcommons.ric.edu/hbs_time_cap/9 
This Book is brought to you for free and open access by Digital Commons @ RIC. It has been accepted for inclusion 
in Henry Barnard Laboratory School 2021 Digital Time Capsule by an authorized administrator of Digital Commons 






                  
Sadness. At that moment, that’s all I felt. Whoosh! A strong gust of 
wind swept across my face, snapping me out of my thoughts, and blew my 
hair into my eyes. I was sitting in my backyard, slouched on the blue couch, 
with Tipper on my lap. Usually sitting on the blue couch makes me happy 
because it triggers good memories. But, nobody was happy today. 
 I looked into his sweet brown eyes. He gazed back at me, like he knew 
what was happening. Then, dad gave me ‘The Nod’. I  knew exactly what he 
was telling me, even though everyone was silent. Only the sad melodies of 
the birds could be heard. I had to say goodbye. 
My eyes wandered to him, then quickly looked away. I couldn't  bear 
to look at him, knowing that it would be the last time. At that point, I was 
rapidly blinking trying to make the salty tears welling up in my eyes 
disappear. But it didn’t work. It felt like a rubber band had snapped inside 
me. Tears started pouring out of my eyes. 
But then I looked over at Nana. Me crying was probably not helping her 
harness her own sadness. I had to pull myself together. For Nana.   
   I gave Tipper one last pat on the head before pulling my hand away. 
Nana offered me her hand. I grasped it. She strutted through the kitchen, 
trying to look confident, but I knew she really felt like a bird with no wings. I 
was pulled along, but I kept looking back at Tipper. Our  eyes  met. Just 
looking into his eyes felt like he was reeling me in. My sweaty hand reached 
for the slippery doorknob. Nana pulled it open. We walked to her car. This 
time, I was the one to fling the car door open.  
As Nana drove away slowly, I kept these thoughts in my head. “Even 
though this has been a tough day, we got through it together”, “even 
though I already miss Tipper, he had a nice long life”. But then a salty tear 
escaped my eye. Sadness. 
        WINTER 
By Jt Crabtree 
 
Winter, winter bland and white 
Snow falling from the sky all on the ground and on 
the trees,  
Snowball fights, skiing, sledding...weeee!  
Winter, a unique season.  
 

            The First Fish I Caught 
                                                         By Avery Kellner 
     Woosh! It was a cool breezy summer morning and we had decided to go 
fishing. I got out of bed and went downstairs to eat breakfast. I overheard my 
Daddy talking to my Mama about going fishing. My Daddy and I went to get 
supplies at the bait shop. There, the man who ran the store said we couldn't 
catch bass for some reason. We picked out some fake salmon egg bait, shrimp 
bait, and 2 fishing poles. Then we plopped a wad of cash on the table (the 
worms we found in our yard).  
     Then, me, Daddy, Mama, and Bromley went to a big beautiful clear lake with 
water striders skipping over the water. We waited for a couple of hours beneath 
the sky. Daddy kept casting over and over and every time I thought I had a fish it 
got away or it was just algae.  
     None of the bait seemed to work. I slipped another worm on the hook. The 
hook swirled above Daddys head and landed in the water with a plop. He then 
gave the rod to me. I watched the bobber float merrily on the water . I spied the 
bobber sink under the water. Suddenly, I felt a small nip on the end of my rod. It 
felt as if someone was trying to yank my arm off and shake it at the same time, 
and I knew this one was a fish. I immediately reeled in as hard as I could 
excitedly as the fish tried to get away in vain. I finally reeled him in, he was a 
sunfish! at last! I could see the sun glinting in his yellow eyes, and his perfect 
white underbelly, gleaming like a pearl. He wriggled and squirmed. I held him 
and he made his spiny back ridge go up and it sliced my finger, but I didn't mind. 
I felt proud and we let him go.  
     After that, Bromley caught a fish (which was also a sunfish). We came back 
many times after that. We went home feeling triumphant. I was grinning from 
ear to ear. 



